LIFE AT ULDALE

IN the autumn of the year 1785^ David Herries
was sixty-six years of age, his wife Sarah forty-
seven, his children, Francis twenty-five, Deb
twenty-three and Will fifteen; his little half-
sister, Judith Herries, was eleven.

They all lived at Fell House, Uldale. Uidale
is on the farther side of Skiddaw and looks over the
moor to the Solway Firth. The sprawling flanks
of Skiddaw spread between Uldale and the town
of Keswick.

In 1785 Marie Antoinette was playing hide-
and-seek with her ladies in the gardens of Ver-
sailles, William Pitt was Prime Minister of Eng-
land, Jane Austen was ten years old, and a Keswick
boy of sixteen had just been hanged for stealing a
leg of mutton. Nevertheless, this is a poor way of
reckoning history, especially at Uldale, where the
crops mattered and cock-fighting mattered and
old Mrs, Monnasett had only this very moment
died.

History, of course, begins anywhere and every-
where. _ For Judith Herries it began, perhaps,
when little Tom Gauntry found her squealing
under the closed and lifeless eyes of both her
parents. She never reckoned it so; she reckoned
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